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Author's Notes: 
This is a little different than my usual writing. Let's make this short and sweet. 


I) No, | did NOT write the Smut (you can all thank my amazing friend Ezra for those parts! -- thanks Chunk!) 


2) This is the first time I've co-written something with someone else. (And who wouldda’ thought I'd be 
something like this?) 


To say this is a tad bit outta my comfort zone would be an understatement but experimenting is a good thing, 
right?! I'm also pretty confident that no one will ever see another crossover of these two bands again (unless 


the two of us write them, which definitely might happen.LOL) 


Anyway..welcome aboard to a little trip into our deranged minds. 


Late September 2005 
Los Angeles, California 
Punishment. 


That's the only word that swims through Bret's mind as he drags a drunken CC down the hallway of a grungy 
run-down decrepit warehouse that someone decided to call a hotel with Gerard doing the same to Frank not far 


behind. 


Bret can't say this was all his idea, though. In fact, Gerard was the one who chose this place. The immediate 


idea of punishment , however, was all Bret's doing, and he knows he has a damn good reason for it. 


The blonde wasn't expecting his day to go this way, but sometimes life throws the unexpected at you without 
warning, and that's what happened. Bret just wanted to have a relaxing day, but instead of getting serenity he 
got a shit show. 


But, everything involving CC happens fo be a shit show, he always tells himself. 


And its frue. Its a mere fact that by now everyone knows CC has been drinking, and it's more than evident 
that his so-called controlled substance use is absolutely not controlled by any means. If it was, Bret wouldn't 
have called CC's cell, only to have a stoned Frank pick up, sounding so far gone without a clue in the world 
about what was going on. He wouldn't have showed up at a fuckin’ diner just to see CC violently puking all over 


the goddamn table and the floor, while Frank was sitting blitzed outta his mind in some fucked up haze. 


Bret knew from that very moment that some shit had gone down when these two decided to have a little 
reunion , and he really should have known hell was going to break loose once they were together. Between CC's 


drinking and Frank's Percocet use, a disaster was waiting to happen..and it had 
It has. 


It didn't take long for Gerard to catch onto the issue , once Bret called him up to inform him of the crap show 
he witnessed. The raven haired punk immediately agreed that something had to be done about this; about their 


two idiots causing a scene in public for no apparent reason..Well, no reason other than being idiots. 
But being idiotic isn’t a valid reason to be let off the hook , is what they both agreed on 


And just like that, the two lead singers formulated a plan, in a frightening short amount of time, which 
inevitably led them both here; dragging their guitarists’ blasted asses into a desolate, abandoned hotel 


As CC kicks and screams in his wasted state, Bret can only smirk at the anticipation of what he and Gerard 
have up their sleeves. He knows it's gonna be so brutal for both of them; that CC and Frank are gonna regret 


what they've done...and they'll learn from it. 


Well, hopefully. 


Bret knows nothing is ever that simple with CC, and the way he's already acting is clear evidence that this 
may not be as easy as he thinks. 


On the other hand, Frank seems to be a lot more compliant than CC, but Bret isn't so sure. He realizes it 
won't be long before he finds out. 
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A few minutes later.. 


As soon as the door to the grimy hotel room is closed, they're all over each other. That is, Bret is overtop of 
CC on the bed, and Gerard has Frank pinned up against the wall with a knee between his thighs. 


"You know what you did wrong?" Gerard asks, hot breath right in Frank's ear. Frank nods and whimpers, 
sincerely apologetic. He hates being bad. 


CC doesn't mind misbehaving so much, and Bret knows this. "You're always so disobedient. Can't you ever 
fucking control yourself?" Bret scolds, and it comes with a harsh slap across CC's face. Not enough to hurt too 


bad, but enough to really feel. CC groans-loudly, because he always has a big mouth, even in circumstances 


like this. 


"You know how you're gonna make this up to me, sugar?" Gerard coos in a devilish manner, kissing down Frank's 
neck. "You're gonna be a good little submissive with CC and you're gonna listen to me and Bret” Frank nods 


obediently as Gerard bites into his collar bone, deep enough to bruise. 
Gerard slowly takes his attention away from Frank and turns to face Bret. 
"What should we do with them?" the raven haired singer asks with a thoughtful brow raise. 


Bret smirks maliciously, "How about we trade off and take advantage of them?" he suggests, and Gerard easily 
accepts the idea. 


With that, Bret rolls off of CC and lets Gerard replace him. Gerard smiles at CC before kissing down his jawline 
to his neck. He nips and sucks teasingly at the sensitive skin there, and CC lets out a full-blown screech- 
partially from surprise but partially from pleasure. Satisfied, Gerard keeps going, relishing the noises CC makes 
while he marks him up, feeling pretty confident that he's going to leave hickies behind. 


Meanwhile, Bret gestures for Frank to straddle his lap, and Frank happily complies. 


"Hi, baby," Bret says, uncharacteristically gentle, so in contrast to the way he speaks to CC-Frank has that 


effect on people, doe-eyed, easy, and so eager to please. 

Bret places two fingers on Frank's bottom lip, and Frank immediately understands the gesture. He opens his 
mouth willingly and takes Bret's fingers in, hollowing his cheeks around them and sucking. He's still clearly gone- 
it's messy, drool dripping down his chin, but he looks so pretty doing it. 

"He's gorgeous ," Bret tells Gerard in awe, almost like Frank is an object. 

Gerard hums in agreement, and follows it up with, "so is yours," as he licks his lips seductively. 

"Yeah," Bret agrees with a smirk and a subtle eye roll. "He's a pain in the ass, though." 
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Mikey isn't having it. 


He wants nothing to do with the situation he's trapped in right now but he also knows there's absolutely 
nothing he could do to change it. But that doesn't mean he's shitting rainbows. Oh hell no . 


To him, being locked outside a run down hotel room door being forced to hear moans and groans of sensuality 
is the near equivalent to hell 


It doesn't help that it's his older brother in there, doing God knows what to his band's rhythm guitarist, and 
Mikey shouldnt be so surprised because everyone knows the shit they do. 


But knowing is one thing. Hearing is another, and Mikey doesn't fucking want to hear what Gerard does to 
Frank! He never wanted to, but here he is..doing just that 


Let's face it, the entire fanbase knows what those two do behind closed doors, but no one has been forced into 


this very situation, and it's a bit different when it's a close family member. 

Mikey is not having it, and from the looks of it, neither are any of the other members that were 
unfortunately lured into the same trap. He is pretty sure that Rikki and Bobby are just as disgusted with the 
situation. 

Do they really want to hear their lead singer screwing their guitarist in the flesh?! 


He knows they don't. They must be just as tortured in the head as him and Ray, he thinks. He feels it. 


And Mikey knew. He knew from the second Gerard dragged him and Ray outta their nice hotel to this damn 
shit hole. He knew what it meant when he showed up just to see Bret furiously bringing his two other 


bandmates into the same hotel. He knew exactly what was gonna happen and he was night Because now look at 


where he is! 
Look at where they all are. 


Who the hell wants to be stuck in a hotel hearing screams and moans and cries and demands from four horny 


guys?! 


No one! He thinks, as his entire body tenses up in despair, No one fucking wants fo be here right now! And who 
would?! 


And only Gerard would willingly choose an abandoned, run-down hotel to fuck in. Of course he would, and Mikey 
knows his brother too damn well to question a thing, but does that make this any more bearable for him?! 


Fuck no! 

He'd rather be thrown into the nearest gutter than be stuck here like this, with his headphones pasted to his 
head like his life depends on it because that's the only way that he might be able to escape the horrors of 
this screwed up, borderline traumatizing reality. 


The key word is might, because Mikey is really losing hope. 


And the worst part of this is that it hasn't even been fifteen minutes, and he doesn't want to know how long 


the four of them will be stuck here, in this hellish nightmare. 
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Rikki isn't doing much better. 

Actually, he's in the same boat as Mikey, except Rikki doesn't just ignore situations that make him 
uncomfortable. Nah, he's just one of the lets deflect from this hell hole with some high quality humor kinda 
guys because who doesn't like laughing? 


Better fo laugh than cry , is his go-to motto for life. 


Now, of course he isn't an avoider. He'll feel things fully when need be, but right now is not one of those 


times. In a situation like this, there's absolutely no better coping mechanism than entertainment 


Although, everyone around him could probably argue that the noises and actions coming from the other side 
of the door are just enough of a comedy show in itself. 


A twisted freak show, one could put it. 


Now, Rikki had a bad feeling when Bret demanded that he and Bobby join him at a desolate, abandoned shack, 
but he wasn't completely sure of the hell he was walking into. But he'll admit that once he stepped foot into 
the rundown hell hole, he felt a tad creeped out..because honestly, wouldn't anyone?! 


A so-called hotel that has walls with old paint peeling off, cobwebs in the corners of the cracked and dusty 
ceiling, a terrible stench of booze paired with moth balls , and decrepit looking stains splattered all over the forn 
up carpet , if what the floor is covered in could even be referred to as such. 

All Rikki can do is /augh to will the horrors away , while Bobby and Ray tend to their own ways of coping which 
currently consist of slowly pacing around, and Rikki can only imagine the thoughts going through both of their 
heads. 


Some are even being spoken aloud. 


" Please don't kill him, Bret," Bobby whispers in a pleading manner with his head close to the door and a grimace 


that's prominent, "| know he's problematic but you could easily kill him.” 
And Rikki knows that is very possible, considering the times when that almost happened. 


"Not tonight, not tonight." Bobby continues hissing under his breath nervously , making Riki's stomach churn, 
"For the love of God, not tonight!" 


All Rikki can do at this moment is let out a sfrainedcackle while resisting the urge to cry. "Heh heh, it's like 
the VMA's all over again!" 


Sure, it's a joke but the words hold too much fruth that is difficult to be contained, and Rikki is all too sure 
that things might end a litte badly tonight with that crap he's hearing. 


Now Ray has his head to the grungy door as well, proceeding to beg in the same manner as Bobby. "Please 


Gee, don't give Frank too many hickies. We have a show tomorrow and everyone's gonna know...” 


And then there's poor Mikey, body internally withdrawn with discomfort , and Rikki just feels for the tormented 
kid as he mumbles, "If | hear anything else, l'm gonna puke." 


Rikki believes it. 
That if Mikey hears another sound, he may actually throw up. 


He lets out another cackle after that, because it's the least he can do in an attempt to keep his sanity, if 
that's even possible. 


And as the moments pass he realizes that it might not be possible..for anyone involved. 


~ Ke 


When Gerard determines that CC is sufficiently marked up, he rolls off of him and addresses Bret again, who 


seems completely satisfied with Frank's work. 


"What should we make them do?" Gerard asks with a diabolical smirk and a whole lotta anticipation swimming 


through his body as Bret eases Frank off of his lap. 
Bret returns the smirk "How about we make them take care of each other?" 


Gerard smiles wide and nods at the suggestion, while moving his gaze towards Frank, who is still drooling like a 


tranquilized vegetable; a hot one at that. 


Bret abruptly snaps his head around to CC, "Cec, you're gonna listen to me for fucking once," he growls in a 
harsh tone, to which the lunatic fucking giggles, clearly still buzzed. Bret responds by slapping him across the 
face, not willing to take any of this bullshit . "Fucking listen " 


Ever misbehaving like the wise ass he is, CC crawls towards the nightstand and manages to separate the 
lampshade from the lamp. And in his still-drunken state, he decides it's a good idea to put it on his fucking 
head. 


"COME ON AND KISSS DADDDDDY-" CC slurs with boisterous enthusiasm, making sure to emphasize daddy , 


while the lampshade sloppily wavers, earning a glare from Bret. 


| said shut your big mouth!" The golden blonde scolds with dominance, "And take that goddamn lampshade off 
your head! You look like a fuckingidot |" 


CC's only response to the condescending demand is a cheeky grin, followed by a wink "But Bre?! You know | 


look sexy-" 


‘Control YOURSELF!" Bret cuts him off with a bark while taking it upon himself to yank the damn lampshade off 
of CC himself. He slaps him across the face yet again, eliciting a dramatic yelp from the psycho guitarist, 


"You just can't listen to the damn rules, can you?!" Bret asks, clearly fed up with CC's shit, "You're always 


misbehaving |" 

CC only laughs drunkenly at the scolding, and Bret is not having it, any of it. 
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Mikey swears if he hears one more moan from his big brother that he's gonna double over and hurl. And he's 


not a pussy but damn does he feel like one right now. And how couldnt he?! No one can tell him that they'd 


be completely fine in this deranged fucked up scenario. 


Why'd he have to come here?! What would have happened if he didn’t let Gerard drag him here with Ray? 
He's his older bro..he wouldn't have actually done something brutal if he didn't join, would he? What would he 
do if Mikey just decided to make a run for it? Because that's all he fucking wants to do. 


Desperately. 
"COME ON AND KSS DADDDDDY-" 


With every moment that passes, Mikey feels closer and closer to completely losing it. As if he wasn't anxious 
and tortured enough, now he has to fucking hear CC's constant slurred screeches that could definitely shatter 
glass if there was any around, and Mikey really wonders how the hell the damn door of the room hasn't fallen 
open with all the thrashing going on inside. It must be a goddamn miracle, but what would really be a true 
godsend is if this ended Now. 


' said shut your BIG MOUTH" 


Bret bellows with dominance from inside the room and what follows makes Mikey's stomach do an unnerving flip 


flop. 
"And take that GODDAMN lampshade off your head! You look Ike a fucking IDIOT 
There is a slight pause before CC shoots out a rebuttal, with even more intense slurs. 
"But BRET! You KNOW I look SEXY-" 


‘Control YOURSELF!" Bret cuts him off with a bark and all Mikey hears is a slap afterwards which opens his 
gag reflex. "You just cant listen to the damn rules, can you?! Youre always MISBEHA VING!" 


And that's all Mikey can fucking handle before he makes a beeline down the hallway just to find a secluded 
corner, which isn't hard considering how dark and grungy the entire damn hotel is. He can't help but wonder 
where the hell Gerard even found this fucking place and why it's still open for business. And who in their right 
mind would ever stay here for a night? He realizes he just answered his own damn question and if it weren't 


for the loud whines from the door to Hell, he would still be living blissfully. 
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Bret roughly grabs CC's jaw and meets his eyes with a pointed gaze. "You Asten to me. You and Frank over 
there? | want to see you two grind on each other like the desperate, pathetic things you are." 


CC shuts up at that, and Frank lets out a little whimper from where he's seated on the bed. CC sits directly in 


front of him, and Frank crawls into his lap, shy, testing. He doesn't stay nervous for long, though, settles his 


whole weight in CC's lap and grinds down, needy and wanting any kind of friction he can get, even through far 


too many layers of fabric. 


And through their jeans, they can tell the both of them are hard-Bret is right, they're both desperate, 
pathetic . Frank is letting out soft little gasps as he wriggles in CC's lap, and CC, for his part, is loud. He groans 


at every one of Frank's movements while asking him again and again for sloppy kisses. 


Gerard and Bret let the two submissives put on a show, watching the display from opposite sides of the bed 
until Gerard breaks the silence. 


"They look good, don't they?" he asks in mesmerization, while Bret responds with a nod and a smirk. Gerard 
rambles on, "I almost don't wanna stop them and take Frank back. They're so pretty together.” 


Bret wonders if Gerard is trying to extend the show when Gerard crawls over and kisses him, hard and messy, 
wonders if he really does like watching Frank and CC together that much. He kind of agrees, but he also kind of 
wants CC back under his control-wants to punish the idiot in more ways than one. Still, he lets Gerard's hands 
wander, lets Gerard grip his shoulders and then lead one hand down his chest, stomach, to his belt buckle, lets 
Gerard break the kiss just long enough to get it undone and a hand inside. Then Gerard is stroking his cock 
through his underwear and yeah , that's unexpected, but quite welcome. 


So it's almost disappointing when Gerard pulls away a few minutes later. That is, until Gerard asks, "do you 
think we should give them what they need now?" 


"I think they've played around long enough," Bret answers with a devious nod. 


Gerard shuffles over to CC and Frank and wordlessly tugs Frank out of CC's lap. He pushes Frank onto his back 
on the bed, and straddles Frank's lap, resting his full weight on him. And Frank feels so much. And that's when 
Gerard pulls a set of fucking handcuffs out of his pocket- what the fuck, why is he so prepared?- and sets 
them on the sheets next to Frank. 


"Good puppy," Gerard coos, "Gonna let me cuff you up real nice, huh? You're gonna show me what a good boy 


you can be, aren't you?" 


Frank nods, wriggling a little at Gerard's words. And Gerard kisses Frank commandingly, bites down on his 
bottom lip and groans into his mouth as he pins his wrists together above his head, resting them on the 


headboard. 
"Keep them there," he says, and fumbles for the handcuffs as Frank whines in anticipation, ever-compliant. 
Bret grabs at CC's arms, pulls him off the bed to standing. "You haven't made this whole ordeal up to me yet," 


he says. He tugs CC's shirt over his head, and CC is surprisingly loose and obedient, not putting up a fight. He 
gets CC fully undressed, and then himself. It should be odd in the company of Frank and Gerard, maybe, but 


it's more than evident they all find each other attractive. Bret catches Frank looking, actually, while Gerard is 
locking up his handcuffs. 


"I think he likes what he sees," Bret tells Gerard, and watches Frank's face flush as he quickly looks in the 


other direction 

Gerard takes a look for himself. "No wonder," he says, letting his eyes linger on the men in front of him. 
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Ray sighs with a somber tone as he exchanges a glance with Bobby, "Poor Mikey..He's not handling this well." 


Bobby nods with compassion and empathy, knowing very well how difficult this entire scenario must be for the 
poor kid, who's witnessing his own brother fucking CC and one of his own bandmates. "H's definitely a rare 


position to be in.and it's a situation | don't think anyone would ever want to be in 


"You got that right," Ray answers with a grimace while clasping his hands behind his back with an unfortunate 


observant demeanor. "Sometimes it's tough being so aware of things." 


Bobby's eyes widen, "Oh, do | know.. " His voice trails off as his eyes stay locked on the hotel room door in a 


haze, "A little too well." 


And for the love of friggin’ god does Bobby understand that statement more than anything. Despite not knowing 
Ray for a long time, he's gotten a good handle on the guy and it's not hard to tell that he's acquired a whole 
lotta wisdom and experience in his short life. From what, Bobby wonders, but then aborts the question 
because he knows that life itself brings about more insight than anything in the world possibly can. 


He can't help but feel his own nerves and dread bubbling up in his body and he wishes he didn't know why, but 
unfortunately some things just can't be forgotten. And Bobby is no stranger to Bret and CC's quarrels and 
dysfunction. In fact, he's absorbed foo much of it over the years Poison has been together, and if there's one 


thing that's certain it's this simple fact of truth. 
Bret would absolutely kill CC if he tried, and he almost did, multiple times 


Take the VMA's as one instance, a cliché one at that, but the one that always comes to his mind first.. every 
fime. The golden blonde can get rough too easily and when he does, shit hits the fan rather quickly, making it 
extremely difficult to put the chaos to a halt. And when that aggression is paired with CC's dramatic and 
impulsive personality to butt heads with, there's only one inevitable result, and that is pure disaster. 


There is nothing that could possibly go right in this situation, and that's why Bobby feels close to drowning in a 
monsoon of doom. But he's the only guy in the band that can hold things together right now, so he does. It's 
his only option and even if he wants to explode inside, he's able to contain himself until he's alone to cope. In a 


rational, more level headed manner. 


Not fucking his own bandmates as a means to purge out his emotions 


With a heavy sigh and twisted stomach, Bobby shakes his head, keeping eye contact with the curly haired 
brunette beside him, "He's almost killed him once, you know" The words slip out casually, despite the inner 


turmoil invading his body, "Bret can get rough" 


There is an awkward moment of silence negating the on and off clusterfuck of distress behind the door, until 
Rikki nods his head with a crooked grimace. "It's true, man..'ve watched it." A nervous laugh slips from his lips 


as another loud yelp from CC echoes through the hallway, "They're really goin’ for it tonight-" 


All Bobby can do is close his eyes and shake his head in dismay because he really doesn't feel like hearing CC 
scream the entire fucking night, and if he's being blunt, he can't remember the last time he truly had a real 


moment of goddamn peace. 
Tonight will most definitely not be the night he gets it, either. 


"You're not kidding," Ray mumbles softly as the dramatic screeches continue behind the door, in combination 
with slaps which are now beginning to shake the walls, "It'd be nice to have everyone alive tonight but why do | 
have a feeling someone might actually be put to their death?" 


Because it very well might happen, is the only thought that runs through Bobby's head after the words slip 
outta Ray's mouth, When Bret gets fired up, there's no turning back 


“If you put Bret and CC in a room together when they're both riled up, somethin's bound to happen!" Rikki 
snickers with an overtly forced smile pasted on his face as he shuffles in place, "But who doesn't love some 


quality entertainment, am | right?!" 


"For Christ's sake.." Bobby whispers under his breath, and immediately closes his eyes while holding his head in 


his hands, "I've been in this situation too many friggin’ times!" 

And Im so sick of you making jokes about if, Rikkils all he wants to say but he bites his tongue, which is proven 
more difficult by the seconds that pass since the fucking screeching keeps on intensifying by a ridiculous 
amount, and now Bobby thinks he might just lose his mind. 


He groans and uses all his power to suppress a motherfuckin’ eye roll at how /oud CC is, "Whatever the hell 


Bret's doin to Cec in there ain't good and l'm not lookin’ forward to the aftermath of it" 


"And then there's Frank," Ray murmurs as his face flushes a tad, "I almost wouldn't know he's in there. Quiet 


little guy.” 


~ Kew 


Bret shoves CC back on the bed on his front, down next to where Gerard is hovering over Frank, on his elbows 


and knees. He moves him with sharp, quick adjustments which gets him into place easily. 


And there's a wordless exchange between Gerard and Bret, a shuffle, and the pop of a bottle being opened, and 
then Bret is pressing two slicked-up fingers into CC's ass at once and oh , that's a lot, even if you're used To 
this, that's a lot Bret is going to take what he wants, though, and CC knows this-knows there's no 
compromising here. So he groans and takes it, lets Bret stretch him open, lets out a yelp when Bret's other 


hand comes down to spank him. 
This # supposed to be a punishment, isn't it, after all? Bret doesn't plan on going easy on him. 


The golden blonde replaces his fingers with his cock, and he isn't slow or gentle or patient. He grabs CC's hips 
hard enough to bruise, digs his fingernails in deep and stinging-and CC would be lying if he said he didn't fucking 
love it. Bret rolls his hips forward, hears CC moan, and repeats the motion, quicker and quicker, harder and 


deeper. He reaches one hand from CC's hip to tangle it in his messy hair and pull back on it. Hard. 
And CC shrieks, but Bret doesn’t pause. 
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Just like how Bobby seems to be the one keeping Poison stable, Ray tends to find himself playing the mother 


role in My Chemical Romance, and tonight is no exception. 


The brunette curly top has to admit that he enjoys Bobby's company, not only because of the mature 
grounding nature he shares but also due to the fact that they seem to get each other. 


Being the rock isn't always easy, and Ray and Bobby are able to relate to those struggles. 


Its no surprise that Ray catches onto things quickly, but that can only be blamed on his observant demeanor. 
He was born with eyes in the back of his head, one can say, which brings him the ability to notice things that 


most people wouldnt 


But he knows one thing for sure; anyone would catch the minute details of the freak show he and the others 


are the audience for, because what's going on behind that is so obvious. 
It doesn't take a rocket scientist to connect the dots. 


And he knows that Gerard and Frank's relationship is more than evident to anyone who happens to come in 
contact with them. That's just a cold, hard fact But, just because it's fact that the entire planet Earth is 
well aware that they're fuck buddies, it doesn't mean he thinks its fine and dandy for the evidence of their 
playtime to be put on display for their show tomorrow night..Which is exactly why he tried to get that 
through Gerard's head when he first got to this warehouse , but he isn't very confident about the future at 
this point. 


Gerard will do what Gerard wants to do, and there's really no stopping him once he has his mind set on 


something. 


Frank will most definitely be covered up in hickies from head to toe by the time this is all over, is what Ray 
thinks, and he'll stick with that prediction until the cows come home. 


He has no problem with what the two do, he really doesn't. What goes on between them is their business, but 
fuck, does the visual make his stomach twist 


With a soft sigh, Ray moves his gaze around the decrepit hallway, and he begins to wonder how little Mikey is 
holding up. He knows how hellish this entire experience must be for him, considering whois in the room, but the 
youngster has been hiding in a dark corner for at least twenty minutes. He contemplates if checking up on him 
would be a good idea, but decides against it. 


Right now its probably better to let Mikey be , he concludes. The kid definitely needs his alone time. 
And so he stays with Bobby and Rikki, letting his observations overtake him. 

There's not much else he can do, anyway. 
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Gerard is working at Frank's belt tantalizingly, torturously slow. "You wanna be fucked like that, don't you?" he 
asks, and Frank blushes, whines, wants to squirm away. He can't hide much at all with the way he's pinned up 
to the headboard, though. Gerard can see everything. And Gerard is finally sliding his jeans down off of him, 
then his boxers, leaving him totally exposed and vulnerable, and then he's undressing himself, and there's the 
sight of Bret and CC together, so close next to them, and fuck, Frank almost feels like he's drowning in all of it, 


but he wants even more . 


Gerard is sliding a finger into Frank's ass and for a minute all that registers in Gerard, is desire . And then 
there's a distinct slap, a whine from CC, and Frank watches the way that Bret pounds into him so relentlessly, 
hears Bret tell him how awful he's been, and it should be obscene or ridiculous but it's just so hot And Gerard 
can always tell what Frank wants because he pushes a second finger into Frank and says, "they look good 
together, yeah? But we're gonna look good together, too." 


But Bret is set on this being a punishment, not a reward, and CC hasn't atoned for his idiocy yet. He's still 


fucking into CC when he smacks him on the ass again-and again, and again. 
"Are you sorry yet, brat?" he asks, and CC just writhes and moans underneath him. Not good enough 


"| asked you a question, CC," Bret demands with a dangerous glare. 


"Yes, daddy, l'm sorry," CC answers with a pathetic pout. 


"That's better," Bret praises despite not believing a damn word CC just said, and he doesn’t slow the brutal 
pace of his hips or relax the bruising grasp of his hands around CC's waist. 
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Eventually Mikey feels okay to leave the desolate corner and rejoin the others. 


Well, maybe okay isn't the right word because he most definitely does not feel okay and he's convinced that he 
won't ever feel okay after tonight. 


He can acknowledge that the time alone helped his sanity a speck, albeit he really wishes he had better noise 


canceling headphones ‘cause the ones he's wearing sure aren't blocking much out. 

Even from the corner, Mikey was still able to hear it. All of it. And he is shocked that he hasnt hurled yet 
because he truly thought it was coming from the second he got dragged in here. And his stomach continues 
revolting with every minute that passes but he's been able to control it. How? That is a mystery. 


He doesnt know. 


"Well, there you are!" Rikki cheerfully greets the youngster once he slowly reunites with the three, "You've 


been missing the fun-" 

The redhead's remark is put to an abrupt halt by Bobby, who proceeds to give the jokester a hard nudge, and 
Mikey can't lie. He's pretty damn grateful for that. He doesn’t need to hear anyone say anything else about 
this. 

Nothing else about it. 

He's not in the mood for conversation or any small talk, not even a distraction because nothing can serve as an 
effective distraction for this shit, so he settles himself down on the disgusting floor with his knees brought up 
to his chest and his head resting in between them. And he swears there are bugs crawling up his jeans but 
that feels like nothing compared to the grand scheme of Gerard's screwed up plan 

He is silent. 


He doesn't say a damn word 


He refuses to open his mouth because if he does, he'll just scream; maybe even cry, but he begs, silently. He 
pleads with anyone and anything up above for this to end. 


He doesn't know how much longer he can take this before he completely cracks. 


~ Ke 


Gerard hikes Frank's leg up over his shoulder and lines his cock up with Frank's hole, teasing. "You wanna be 
good for me now, don't you?" he asks, and Frank wishes he could grab at Gerard's shoulders. Instead, he rattles 


his handcuffs, answering him without words. 


"You wanna take my cock like a good little slut, yeah?" and Frank whimpers in response, nodding. And Gerard 
pushes into him-so slow that Frank can barely stand it. And when he finally bottoms out and fills him up Frank 
fully whines, it's so much, feeling Gerard inside and hearing Bret and CC still going at it. What the fuck- even 
when he does things wrong, he ends up getting so lucky. 


CC feels Bret's pace start to stutter, just a Iittle bit. He's getting closer. Cecil has either earned getting off 
himself or he hasn't, and he's about to find out. 


"You wanna get off? You think you've been good enough?" Bret asks. 

"Yes, fuck , yes, please," CC tries, hoping for an ounce of leniency from Bret. 

And for one gracious fucking second, Bret is . Bret says, "Then do it. Touch yourself," and this is one thing- 
maybe the only thing-CC doesn't need to be told twice. He gets a hand around his cock and jerks quickly, taking 
advantage of Bret's mercy while he can And when he feels Bret spill into him, fill him up, it sends him over 
the edge, and he comes on his hand in spurts. 

Bret doesn't bother asking CC if he's learned his lesson He hasnt , but there are more pressing things to pay 
attention to right now..Like Gerard biting down on Frank's collar bone while he fucks up into him; Frank letting 
out these soft, delicate little gasps with every jolt of Gerard's hips. 


"You're so pretty, baby," Gerard says softly with a tinge of evil in his voice, "but | gotta teach you to behave, 
don't |?" 


And Frank nods while continuing to whine in time with Gerard's thrusts. 


"That's why you're cuffed," Gerard says, and he reaches one hand up to tug on the handcuffs to prove his 
point. He yanks them back, hard enough for Frank's wrists to sting. Frank lets out a little Aissat the pain 


"Sorry, honey," Gerard says, and gives Frank a fake pout, "but you brought it on yourself.” 
Frank forgets pretty easily when Gerard gets his other leg up over his shoulder, and Frank can feel his cock in 


so deep, fuck! Frank wants to wrap his hands in Gerard's hair, touch Gerard's chest, just feel him, but he 


can't get anywhere. And he can't get away, he's quite aware, which only makes everything so much hofter. 


And beyond that, Bret and CC are watching They're watching him unravel underneath Gerard, for Gerard, at 
Gerard's touch. They're watching him turn into a mess for Gerard's cock and that should probably be 
embarrassing, but it's just spurring Frank on, only bringing him closer, which Gerard can apparently sense. 
"You close, baby?" Gerard asks and Frank nods frantically, wanting anything Gerard will give him. Gerard is 
surprisingly generous with him. He gets his hand around Frank's cock and strokes him quickly. Frank's eyes roll 


back and his hips twitch up while he comes on Gerard's hand and his stomach with a whine. 


"That's a good boy," Gerard praises. "That's mygood boy," he coos, and then he's finishing inside of Frank with a 


groan, like he's marking him his own. 


They take a few breaths in silence before Gerard says, “fuck” He pulls away from Frank to look at Bret and CC 


with a wide smile. "How was that?" he asks. 

"Thirk we got through to them?" Bret asks 

"No," Gerard answers honestly, 

"No, probably not," Bret agrees, but he smiles back at Gerard anyway. 
oe 


There is nothing but silence around the dark and desolate hallway, and the lack of chaos feels odd to Mikey, but 


although there's finally some peace, he is shaken 

Completely and utterly traumatized. 

There are no more moans or groans or grunts or screeches but Mikey doesn't really care because his body is 
stil trembling, he's gripping his knees tight against his chest, and his headphones still don't feel like enough to 
erase this entire night. 

And that's all he wants. 


He doesnt want to remember any of this. Ever. 


"Well, at least we have a great memory to cherish now!" Rikki cackles and Mikey swears that he is this close to 
letting out an inhumane cry, "What a night to remember! Too bad | didn't get that on tape!" 


All he wants to do is wail, tell the damn redhead to shut up because he doesn't want to hear anything and now 
he's almost certain he's gonna puke. And he realizes he's been thinking this the entire fuckin’ time but it hasnt 


happened and he knows it will.at some point. 


"I think I'm gonna be sick" He finally mutters in a strained, dreadful tone, while secluding himself even more, 


because he knows he needs to say something before it happens- 


The others seem to empathize with Mikey and before the youngster knows it, Ray is crouched down in front 
of him with a hand placed on his back. 


"There, there." the curly guitarist says in a comforting tone, "It'll get better, pal.” 


Yeah sure, Ray! Mikey laments silently as his stomach churns relentlessly. What would make it better is if it 


never happened! 

He only shakes his head in despair before squeezing his eyes shut, attempting to will himself to forget but he 
knows he can’t And as he curls himself into a tighter ball, his hands tremble more and his nausea only 
intensifies . 


"You'll be on stage tomorrow night and forget all about it!" 


Rikki joins in and when Mikey snaps his eyes open he's met with a huge smile, and he knows it's so fuckin’ 
forced because it's impossible for anyone to be so chipper after something like this 


Impossible. 


Bobby sighs from behind Rikki with a skeptical head shake, clearly understanding there is no easy fix for this 
horror, "Not uh..Not quite.” 


And Mikey now admires Bobby just an ounce more for that, because at least he knows this damn situation is 


bound to leave scars on every goddamn person involved, 


There is a moment of awkward silence between the four as Mikey sulks in his own self-contained ball of 
misery.. just curling up into himself as if that will save him from the reality he and the others are forced to 


drown in. 


It only takes about a minute before Rikki breaks the deafening peace again, with another forced titter, and 
Mikey dares to look up. 


He wishes he hadn't. 


"On a serious note, | hope CC isn't bruised up foo bad," Rikki cringes with a grimace as he shifts his weight 
between both feet, "Ya know Bret gets rough sometimes." 


And now Mikey just wants to die , because he's trying so hard to forget , yet it keeps on getting brought up. 
Purposely? He has no idea but he doesn't understand why everyone wants to blab on about it when his 


stomach is about to revolt- 


"Can you just." he mutters as his face begins going whife with queasiness , " Please stop talking about it?!" 


He proceeds to let out a desperate whimper while holding his head in his hands, and he could swear tears are 


beginning to well in his eyes and he never could have anticipated tonight getting to this point- 


Through the torment of his mind and body, Mikey is able to vaguely make out sighs from both Bobby and Ray, 
and when he forces himself to peek back up at the guys, Bobby is shaking his head. 


“Trying times tonight, boys." 


Rikki, seemingly desperate to find humor in every damn part of this, pipes up again , sending Mikey another 
step closer to wishing the entire hotel would burn to shreds, just to end him. 


"But isn't it kinda funny how much we heard daddy coming from that room?" 
Bobby rolls his eyes, "That had to be CC." 


His immediate answer earns an immediate yet thoughtful response from Ray, who tilts his head with a curt 


head nod 
"Why am l. not surprised?" 

Another sigh from Bobby. "You've learned foo much, man’ 

Ray nods wisely, "That | have" 

And now, Mikey can't fuckin take it anymore because if he hears another comment about any of this he will 
scream and now he literally feels actual stomach acid creeping up his throat and there is no way he's gonna be 


able to contain it! And his tears are falling now, making his damn eyes burn, and there is not an ounce of color 


left in his skin since he's Iiterally about to hurl- 


"Guys, | am not shitting you," he manages to croak in mere desperation as his body reaches the point of no 


return, "I'm really nauseous-" 
And he can't say anything else before the door to the damned hotel room cracks open. 


No one can 


NNN NNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


ENDING NOTES/REFERENCES/FACTS (from the two of usl) 


*For those who aren't familiar with Poison history, CC and Bret infamously had a love/hate relationship, 
resulting in many altercations where they did get violent on more than one occasion The IIA VMAs is the 
most well known case: CC was kicked out of the band after showing up drunk and high, performing the wrong 
song and accidentally unplugging his guitar during their performance. Once they got off stage, him and Bret 
ended up in a fist fight, resulting in the firing of CC right on the spot. 


*CC relapsed badly with alcohol around 2004 after maintaining his sobriety (alcohol € cocaine) from 1995, and 
ended up getting a DUI in 2005 after crashing into a row of parked cars. He entered rehab soon after € have 


been sober since. 


*CC admits in an interview, post-rehab, that while drunk he would often do idiotic things to turn people on 
(including putting lampshades on his head and screaming "come and kiss daddy!") 


*Frank had a drug problem comparable to CC's alcoholism! He's never given an exact timeline of when he was 
struggling/recovered/relapsed/recovered, but he has talked extensively about struggling with Percocet 
addiction 


*There exists out there a picture of Frank's wrist (confirmed his by the presence of the ‘i wish i were a 
ghost tattoo) with very.. suspiciously handcuff-y bruises. 


wn Re Re Ko 


Thanks for reading € congrats on surviving this shit show! We commend you! 


